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I say, unless yon want some more of what you got before
dinner."

Claude held out his hand to Ms uncle, and went.

There was a bench in the passage, by the back-door.
He sat down on it1 leaning his elbow on his knee, his chin
on his hand. The wind was rising, and puffed into the
house. The cowl of the oast across the lane groaned as it
swung, and the poplar shook its leaves noisily. It was
then he knew his bitterest reason for hating the thought
of school. There, still at home, he experienced his first
qualm of home-sickness. Slowly before his eyes passed the
Sussex landscape : he saw little hollows in Lordship Wood,
and high meadow stretches by Conster Farm ; he saw the
strawberry foam of orchards, the heyday green of May
leafage, farm-ponds that reflected farm poplars and farm-
steading ; he saw a sallow-fringed dingle in the fields
by Doucegrove.

Then he felt something pricking the back of his eye-balls,
and sprang at once to his feet. He had all a boy's shame
and scorn of tears ; he Was in the throes of reaction, and
weak with pain and want of food, or he would not have
shed them. He rushed blindly towards the stair-foot, but
on his way encountered James.

" Hello !   What's the matter now ? "

" Nothing/' stammered the lad, and would have pushed
past him had not his brother seized his arm.

" What! still hatpin,' on that string ? You're like an
old woman whose rent has been raised." He looked at
him for a moment, then his tone and his expression
changed.

" I reckon you're rniddlin* set about with all that's
happened. Come along with me to the kitchen, and Dora
shall make you a cup of tea."

During the weeks that followed, the word " school"
was not uttered in Claude's hearing, and he began to hope
it was forgotten. Time was as before, except that only
Oliver shared his lessons at the Church Cottage. It was